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The lights aswarm like bees, and ached for hearing
The bells' clear humming on the dark wind blown....

JEAN SMITH

MOLE-CATCHER

WITH coat like any mole's, as soft and black,

And hazel bows bundled beneath his arm,

With long-helved spade and rush bag on his back.

The trapper plods alone about the farm.:

And spies new mounds in the ripe pasture-land,

And where the lob-worms writhe up in alarm

And easy sinks the spade, he takes his stand

Knowing the moles' dark highroad runs below :     10

Then sharp and square he chops the turf, and day

Gloats on the opened turnpike through the clay.

Out from his wallet hurry pin and prong,

And trap, and noose to tie it to the bow ;

And then his grand arcanum, oily and strong,

Found out by his forefather years ago

To scent the peg and witch the moles along.

The bow is earthed and arched ready to shoot

And snatch the death-knot fast round the first mole

Who comes and snuffs well pleased and tries to root

Past the sly nose peg ; back again is put                21

The mould, and death left smirking in the hole.

The old man goes and tallies all his snares

And finds the prisoners there and takes his toll.

And moles to him are only moles ; but hares

See him afield and scarcely cease to nip

Their dinners, for he harms not them ; he spares

The drowning fly that of his ale would sip

And throws the ant the crumbs of comradeship.

And every time he comes into his yard                   30
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